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enter her room we found her fast asleep with a little
strip of moistened cloth pressed across her baby
forehead. It was evident enough what was wrong
with her, and when I expressed my surprise at a
child of four having sufficient knowledge and self-
control to treat itself, her mother remarked that I
would not be surprised if I knew how the Maz-
daznan children were brought up in the habits of
self-reliance almost as soon as they began to toddle
and lisp. Even in moments of danger, she said, they
might be relied upon to keep their presence of mind
and in illustration she gave the instance of Viola
herself. How one day she tumbled off the landing-
stage into the lake and as she pulled her out of the
water and scolded her for not taking care of herself,
the child quietly replied, " I was all right, Mamma, I
held my breath."

The first day at St. Adolphe I spent partly loiter-
ing on the trail and partly rowing on the lake.
Towards evening Linda once again took me out for
a row and we went to a little isle and got off the
boat. As I stood carelessly looking round I fancied
I heard some one singing; a moment later the words
of a familiar song floated over the still waters and
fell on my listening ears. I turned round in the
direction from which they came and espied at a
distance a maiden all in white with a red tam-o'-
shanter thrown carelessly over her pretty head
languorously paddling her canoe, half-reclining, half-
sitting, and singing as she paddled. The time of day,
the character of the scenery, the loneliness of the
spot, and her sudden dramatic appearance, all put